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demon! Oh, oh, I am afraid of you, you giant, you beast! Do not
stand there insulting me, taunting me, sending sly glances at me.
Oh,oh, where can I escape, how can I escape, from this danger? I
shall soon die.

DEMON-KING. Come on, come on, Mistress Sita! Surely you will
hurry! Please don't stand there wasting time. Your big and rightful
husband will soon be here, and surely you do not wish to put your
secret lover, your paramour, your new husband, in danger? Ha, ha,
you are only afraid of Rama, and so you are trying to appear the virtuo-
us wife. At heart, you wish to be happy with a new love, but you are
afraid of your husband's wrath. That doesn't matter. Come with me,
I will give you happiness, and you needn't be afraid of your husband.
Come on, come on, your stupid old husband will soon be here. Let
us love and enjoy and be happy in the air, in the sky. Ha, ha, this
little prince will take you in his arms, my little maid. We shall float
gently in the air and fly over palaces of gold and jewels, and listen to
the sweet music of the golden bells. Be not afraid, I can conquer
Rama. Come on, love!                 [SITA is forced into the flying chariot.]